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will eventually develop a capacity for intellectual ecstasy
before which all acts of physical ecstasy will pale as the
moon pales before the sun. Flashes of such ecstasy, he
believes, must have struck the greatest thinkers at the
moments of their greatest inspiration: Newton as he
grasped the law of gravity, and Archimedes as he jumped
out of his bath crying * Eureka 1' Shaw himself claims
experience to justify his belief that this ecstasy is both real
and attainable, and that Man should will his way towards
it until he is freed from the bondage of the troublesome
flesh.
Thus our first glimpse of Shaw is not of a playwright,
but of an ardent votary of cerebration on his knees in the
Temple of Intellect before its immanent deity, the Will.
It is an appropriate glimpse, for almost the whole of the
serious side of the real Bernard Shaw can be summed up,
as he has often summed up his religious philosophy, in the
old adage, Where there 's a will there 's a way.
A point may be pressed too far. To condemn to an
Appendix the plays of a dramatist, peerless at any rate in
the first half of the twentieth century, is to press it so far
as to blunt it. Accordingly, I have devoted three new
chapters to the Shavian drama, play by play.
These are accompanied by a comprehensive chart of the
plays. Its object is to offer at a glance the salient facts of
the plays' first presentations on the world's stages. How
great the need was for such a factual document probably
only its compiler can fully appreciate. It was something
of a shock to find that the meticulous Shaw had kept no
such records of his works. As an indication of the diffi-
culties of collecting the data from two hemispheres and
assembling them, I may point out that one of the foremost
Anglo-American professional research bureaus, having
blithely undertaken the task, had to confess itself defeated
after three months' unavailing effort. As it is, my debt
for services rendered, a debt now gratefully recorded, is
due, chiefly to Mrs. Gabrielle Enthoven, O.B.E., of the
Victoria and Albert Museum; Miss Blanche Patch, Bernard
Shaw's secretary; Mr. George Freedley, curator of the New
York Public Library's Theatre Collection; and Mr. Paul